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One 


Author's Notes: 
| thought a little shortie describing how Dave feels about David\'s eyes would be a cute idea. 


One thing Junior hated about living in California was the lack of seasons. He didn't miss winter in Minnesota but 
he did miss autumn. So he knew all he had to do was look at me, blink a time or two and say, ‘please And here 
we are, standing on the creaky top step of the big, wrap around porch of his parents’ old farmhouse, on the 
day after my birthday in mid-September. The leaves on the trees had begun to turn all shades of reds and 
oranges and yellows. There was that fall scent in the air, you know, the non-descript woodsy smell. There were 
rows of chairs in the front yard, our families and close friends sat in them, watching us. David's brother and 
parents sat in the front row and his mother actually held a little, white lace handkerchief against the corner 
of her eye. | wondered if she was crying out of happiness or sorrow. Look at what her little baby boy is 
tethering himself to. For good. Forever. 


| finally turned my attention to that baby boy standing at my side. He was absolutely stunning. They didn't 
make them like this too often. | knew he was special the very first moment | looked into his eyes. Those 


goddamn eyes of his. When he asked me to do this with hin, initially | said no. Initially, | said "Get the fuck out 


of here!" But he, again, gave me that look and | caved. But at least | had some input. We're standing here in 
jeans rather than cheesy tuxedos. The officiant is a good friend of ours who became licensed to wed, here in 
Minnesota, just for us. There would be no stupid first dance or cutting of the cake. There would, however, be 
a big party in the barn later. A regular hoe-down, | assumed. Even | couldn't veto that when his mother 
suggested it. As with Junior, it's hard to tell her no. Now | was defenseless against two Ellefsons. Perfect. 


It had taken me a very, very long time to grow comfortable with my relationship with Junior. | could never 
deny how strongly | felt about him but | could also never express that to him in public. It was a complete 
accident that other people, within our own tight circle, found out. Marty had come bouncing up the steps of 
the tour bus and found Junior in my lap. | was pissed! | remember trying to fling him off of me and the look 
of pain in his eyes killed me. | got the message loud and clear, to deny him would be to reject him. And little by 


little, our friends found out and | grew more comfortable as they grew more accepting. 


And so, even though all of these people love and care about us and accept us, it is still with great trepidation 
that | face Junior today to become his husband. My hands shook as | unfolded the piece of notebook paper 
that | used to write down what | wanted to say. 


"Jun - David," | glanced up at his smiling face. "The day you came knocking on my door, | don't think you realize 


how close you were to getting a one way ticket back to this farm via my fist.” 
An embarrassed chuckle from my beloved. A smattering of giggles from our friends. 


"but when you lifted your gaze and our eyes met for the first time, you stopped me dead. From that 
moment, | was rendered powerless against those eyes of yours. You can well imagine how frustrating that can 
be for me. I've thought to myself so many times, ‘Goddamn you, Junior, and those damn eyes of yours! In 
arguments, I've wanted to throttle you within an inch of your life and you'd simply look at me with wide, 


beautiful eyes and I'd crumble. The many, many, MANY times I've been a complete asshole to you..” 
More soft laughter. 


".all you had to do was narrow your brow and drill those eyes into me. | knew | was wrong and I'd end up 
apologizing and begging you to forgive me. You always did and | hope you always will. You don't know this but, 
as we've traveled around the world and we've seen things like Buckingham Palace or the Eiffel Tower or the 
Parthenon, I've watched your eyes fill with wonder. | don't think I'll ever tire of seeing them so wide and 
curious and happy. And | hope to always bring you to sights that inspire that reaction in you. There's more 
than that. When I'm feeling overwhelmed, when I'm scared, when | need security, and | do occasionally need 
security, | find it in your eyes, David. | find it in you. You drew me in with those large, beautiful eyes the 
perfect color of autumn. Now | understand your love of this season. | love it as well, because everywhere | 
look, | am reminded of you. Behind those eyes, though, there is so much more. | found patience, intelligence, 
passion and drive. | found humor and trust and a soul like no other. Your eyes, Junior, are the portals but 


your soul is my vessel. And | pray every day that you will always allow me to reside there." 


| had to pause and clear my throat as | folded the paper and stuffed it into my pocket. When | raised my own 


eyes to his again, | noticed them pool with tears. When one spilled over, | cupped his cheek with my palm and 
swept the tear away with my thumb. Junior nestled into my touch and let his pretty lashes flutter over his 
eyes. 


"I love you. Please be my partner, my home and my greatest treasure forever." 


"| will" 


